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Somers YC victorious in
Western Port Challenge
TONY DUBOUDIN, PETER HOHAUS: photos

C

hampagne corks were popping at Somers Yacht Club after the sailing of the
Western Port Challenge on 1 February with the club retaining the Western Port
Perpetual Shield.

Daniel Stone in his Mosquito is cutting it fine around the buoy.

In addition Somers took out the
Rod Johnson Memorial Trophy (for
Juniors), had a second in the Younger
Set Perpetual Competition and had 12
boats in the first 15 overall.
Somers was dominant across the
board with Patrick Moore, Simon
Morris and Dillon Holmes winning
the mono- and multi-hull trophies
respectively. The club had other
successes with Caitlin Davies taking
the Ladies Skipper and Harrison
Ede the Junior Skipper while Adam
Gristwood was the winner in division 2.
Somers was the host club for the
annual event which brings together
all the yacht clubs around Western
Port and is now run as a collaborative
event involving planning and raceday support from all participating
clubs.
The challenge had originally been
scheduled for 17 January but was
cancelled because of strong winds,
however conditions were ideal on
the resail day, 1 February.
All the results can be seen at
Somers Yacht Club website.
(Cont. p.2) >
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They are international champions so it’s possible that
Michelle Bursa and Robby Lovig will recover in their
Nacarsports.

This is how level a yacht should be kept
as demonstrated by Colin Franke in his
Sabre.
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Nic Carter is going well in his Finn,
holding her nice and flat around the buoy.

Our purpose
S

Second bite!

omers Paper Nautilus aims to connect all the groups
and individuals of Somers and to help reinforce a sense
of community and belonging by giving them an avenue of
expression through:

ROSEMARY BIRNEY

• News relevant to Somers and the surrounding area as well
as items of general interest.
• Stories and examples of local creative endeavour.
• Letters.

The Paper Nautilus will not become involved in party
politics nor take sides on any issue. However, we encourage
readers to feel free to express their opinions on matters that
concern them and the Somers community.
The volunteer editorial committee will have the final
decision of the paper’s content and reserves the right to
edit or omit any item on legal grounds or because of space.
Views expressed in the Nautilus are not necessarily shared
by the editorial committee but are those of the authors.
We aim for inclusiveness and openness, catering for a
diversity of views without rancour.

S

Nautilus

on the Web

Don’t forget back issues
of the Nautilus are
available for viewing
at www.somers-nautilus.org.au
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Tayla Kennealy is looking good in her Impulse.

omewhere, in the Somers Foreshore Committee of Management’s
archived documents and photos, there
should be a copy of a photo of a wily
old fox peering through the vegetation
just south of the Eastern Cliff track and
opposite the Haven Street gate.
This old man fox often watched
the ‘weeders’ from behind banks of
weed or regenerating vegetation but
he melted away as soon as he made
eye contact with a worker.
We weeded out his den one day. It
was surrounded by Broom and under

a truly amazingly large coastal tea
tree – a real tree, tall and straight, big
around the girth with a true canopy –
and under the tree we found the wily
old fox’s treasure trove!
That wily old fox had a collection
of more than a dozen leather shoes, all
newish, none matching and all neatly
arranged in a true ‘foxy’ display.
Meg and Barry Merton were the
‘posties’ in those days and we gathered
up the shoes and took them down to
the Post Office to see if anyone would
claim them. I do not remember if any
found their rightful owners.
But now it would seem that Somers
has a new ‘apprentice’ shoe-collecting
fox who is prowling the back doors
and verandas of Somers taking not just
leather shoes but even a plastic sandal
and thongs!
This new shoe-collecting fox has
not, as yet, developed the panache of
his father or grandfather for he has left
some of his spoils lying on the road or
in driveways as he hurries homeward.
He has, however, chosen another ‘elite’
neighbourhood as he is working the
big houses overlooking the South Sea
Foreshore Reserve.
Quality, obviously, runs in this fox’s
genes.
Years ago another fox, without the
‘breeding’ of the wily old fox, used to
‘work’ Miramar Road.

He could often be seen in broad
daylight gliding through the bushes
hunting for bits of apple and bananas
dropped from the possums’ feeding
table. One day the Miramar fox had a
bright idea. Hanging in a Hakea tree
was a seed ring laced with honey. To
a human it did not smell of anything
but to a hungry fox it smelt like manna
from heaven. The Miramar fox sniffed
– then circled around on the ground
below the seed ring, sniffing – he stood
on his hind legs, sniffing – he balanced
against the tree, sniffing – and then he
decided to climb the tree!
The Hakea had a slight lean and up
the tree ladder the fox climbed until
the seed ring was almost within reach
and then the fox lunged and splash! –
he fell into the bird bath below.
Aesop tells a story about sour
grapes and a fox. Well the Miramar
fox, looking quickly about him to make
sure no one had seen his disgrace, like
the fox in Aesop’s story declared the
honey seed ring as sour as lemons and
left in a hurry! ʘ

W

isdom is the quality that
keeps you from getting into
situations where you need it.
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n Sunday 2 November, 2014 a celebration was held to mark the centenary of St Mark’s Church of England,
Balnarring. The event was officiated by
the Archbishop of Melbourne, Dr Philip
Freier, with the assistance of reverends
Jennifer Furphy and Christine Barren. The
church was constructed in 1914 and has
changed little from that original structure. In early days the congregation would
come from near and far, including from
the Western Park and Coolart properties;
buggies, jinkers and horses would be accommodated under the shady gum trees
beside the church.
The cost of building the church was
£348. After a year of work and planning,
the building was dedicated in April 1914
with 180 people present. Four years later,
in August 1918, ornamental trees* were
planted in honour of the 33 soldiers who
had enlisted from the district. These are
not the cypress trees along the front fence
as they were planted at a much later date.
The sum of £200 was borrowed from
George Fairburn of Coolart to purchase
furniture. In 1919 the remaining debt of
£75 was kindly written off by Fairburn.
Other gifts were provided by Fairburn’s
son-in-law, Major Balmain and his wife.
In 1922 it was recorded that “an
improvement should be made in the
Vicar’s transport as he rides a push bike
to Flinders from Hastings each Sunday”.
At a meeting of the Flinders Parish
(which covered the towns of Flinders,
Red Hill, Merricks and Balnarring)
a motion was passed that the Parish
supply and maintain a push bike for the
use of the Vicar! A trial Anglican service
was started in Somers in 1936 but was
not continued. The Second World War
brought near disaster to St Mark’s as
there were not enough men to form a
Vestry, and for a time the business affairs
were run from Flinders.
My own connection with this church
began in 1952 with my marriage to
Pauline Lewis of Somers. Later in 1977,
my daughter Amanda was also married in
St Mark’s. The organist on both occasions
was Phyllis Cole of Merricks. I feel sure
many other people would have similar
connections with this quaint wooden
church.
The historical notes are from Days to
Remember by the late Phyllis Cole.
*There is some conjecture nowadays that
perhaps these trees were cypress after all.
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St Mark’s Balnarring
centenary celebration

Store ownership changes hands
ROD NUSKE

L

ROD NUSKE

Adding to the photos in our last issue of the 100th Anniversary of St Mark’s
Balnarring, is this history of the church and a further photo of the event. From
left to right: The Reverend Christine Barren, The Most Reverend Dr Phillip Freier,
Archbishop of Melbourne and Primate of Australia, The Reverend Jennifer Furphy,
Vicar of the Parish and Crucifer Bob Button.
Photos illustrating the event are also in our previous issue, #55, Nov. 2014–Jan. 2015

ITProfessor
On-line Shops
Design & Development
Hosting & Support
Hardware & Software
Analysis & Planning
Migration & Upgrades
Data & Telephony
ADSL / 4G / VoIP
Computer Maintenance
Windows/Linux
Contact Matthew Taylor
Phone 03 9008 5602
support@itprofessor.com.au

eisa Wharington somewhat revolutionised the Store, bringing it into
the 21st century without losing its oldfashioned charm. Her artistic flair is evident in the decor with some of her own
glassware on display. So what does the
future hold with our new owner?
Malcolm, like Leisa, is an affable
individual and has a great deal of
experience in the food industry. For 20
years he was managing director of a
marinated-vegetable company and spent
a number of years as a consultant on an
olive plantation in Peru.
As to what brought Malcolm to
Somers, it was partly a desire to seek
a new challenge, and a long line of
coincidences that ended up with him
being directed to the SGS in a town that
he had not heard of.
Malcolm has thoughts on what
changes he would like to incorporate,
including stocking more grocery lines,
revamping the interior and the menus,
and installing a new coffee machine.

He does not intend to live in Somers,
but somewhere nearby, allowing a break
from daily issues at the Store.
I feel sure that Somers residents will

The new owner of Somers General Store, Malcolm England with Leisa Wharington.

Time to rediscover the bunny
TONY DUBOUDIN

I

n times gone by rabbit was a staple
for many poorer families, particularly
those living in the country. But now our
tastes are far more sophisticated and we
shun the idea of ‘underground chicken’.
Elsewhere the rabbit still enjoys
popularity as a good wholesome food.
In France, for example, where tastes
are supposed to be sophisticated,
rabbit is still a prized meat and Sunday
mornings in rural France reverberate
to the sound of shotguns as local
famers seek a bunny for the pot or
for a terrine.
I recall eating a rabbit and veal
terrine which was one of the most
delicious I have ever tasted, made even
more so by the liberal use of brandy in
its preparation.
Sadly the iconic Australian Akubra

find Malcolm very approachable and will
embrace whichever changes are made in
what is the social hub of our village. ʘ

hat, made from rabbit fur, is now made
with imported rabbit fur from France
as apparently rabbit catchers no longer
exist or if they do their price is too
high.
Maybe it’s time Australia embraced
the rabbit once more – there is certainly
no shortage of our furry friends. Here’s
one recipe for a country-style terrine:
INGREDIENTS
1 boneless rabbit
200g chicken livers
200g pork belly
1 tablespoon chopped thyme,
leaves only
2 cloves garlic, crushed
1 tablespoon apple liqueur
1 lemon, grated zest and juice
8 rashers of smoked streaky bacon

Sea salt and freshly ground black
pepper

METHOD

• Place rabbit, livers and belly pork
together in a food processor and grind
to a coarse mince but not so fine that
you can’t see chunks of meat.
• Add the thyme, garlic, apple
liqueur, lemon and seasoning – leave to
marinate for several hours (preferably
overnight).

• Preheat oven to 150C/gas 1. Line
a 900g terrine mould or loaf tin with
lightly oiled kitchen foil and lay the
bacon rashers on the bottom. Spoon
in the rabbit mixture and wrap with
the foil. Cover with a lid and place the
terrine in a roasting pan of water. Bake
for 90 minutes.

• Remove the terrine from the oven
and remove the lid. Cover with a plate
and a weight so the meat is compressed.
Leave for 24 hours before eating. ʘ

.

5

Fulgurites
and all things
lightning
HENRY BROADBENT

S

ome years ago during a walk along
the beach track from Bushrangers
Cove to Cape Shanck Lighthouse I spotted what I took to be a fossilised root
in the sand just over the fence in the
farmer’s paddock. I fished out a 15cm
length of ‘stone’ in the shape of a 20mm
diameter ‘fossilised root’, took it home
and stored it in the shed.
Some years later I stumbled on it,
still full of beach sand. I cleaned out
the sand and then it didn’t look like a
root, but I recognised what it was from
an article I had recently read. In my
hand was a 15cm, rough tube of fused
sand. It had two 10mm holes at one
end that morphed into one dumbbellshaped hole at the other end. Looking
down the axis I could see that the
holes were starting to spiral round
each other. It was certainly a fulgurite,
which is a fused-sand tube made by
a powerful lightning bolt hitting the
sand, burrowing into the earth and
generating enough heat to fuse the
sand it was passing through. [See
photograph.] I am sure you can find
more examples by googling ‘fulgurite’.
Over the past four years this once
electrical engineer has started to learn
a little bit about the physics of streams
of electrons travelling through the
air or space. The most well known is
lightning. Moving electrons are called
an electric current. An electric current
is surrounded by a magnetic field.
Very powerful streams of electrons
are shaped by their magnetic field
to form a compact strand. If the
current becomes large (hundreds of
thousands of amperes as happens in
powerful lightning bolts) the strands
start to break up into two or three
or more twisting around each other.
Millions of petroglyph records found
in all populated continents show
that up to 56 strands were viewed of

.

6

Henry holding his precious specimen
of a fulgarite showing the double exit
holes of the lightning as explained in
the article.
an apparition, a massive discharge
phenomenon, standing out from the
South Pole some thousands of years
ago. This was evidently the legendary
‘Axis Mundi’. And it was dangerous,
g ener at i n g le t h a l X-r ay s . T he
phenomenon has been demonstrated
in great detail in the laboratory by
scientist Anthony L. Peratt who has
published a text book, Physics of the
Plasma Universe for his students.
These currents in space are called
Birkeland currents after the Finnish
scientist who first experimented with
them at the end of the 19 th century.
I first heard of lightning currents
in space when I started receiving the
journal of the Institution of Electrical
Engineers in the 1950s. A then welding
engineer, a Scott, C.E.R. Bruce kept
w rit ing let ters to t he editor to
publicise his contention that filaments
streaming out from galaxies and
photographed by astronomers were
actually cosmic lightning lasting for
millions of years and extending for
hundreds of thousands of light years.
Since then Bruce has published papers
about terrestrial lightning that I found
useful when designing lightning
protection for buildings. He also
published further about astrophysics.
T h e Hu b b l e t e l e s c o p e h a s

photographed not only stars and
galaxies but also the ‘stringy things’
which can be seen running between
g a l a x ie s . T he s e a r e v a r iou sl y
interpreted as clouds of dust in
space but also as electric currents;
although regular astrophysicists will
only talk of the magnetic fields these
currents generate. Others such as
the Electric Universe (EU) group of
scientists suggest that these massive
currents gather dust from space and
force it together to form new stars
and planets. There are some very
convincing pictures available showing
this happening. Of course this differs
from the mechanisms taught by
conventional astrophysicists.
The EU group also reckon that
the sun (it’s a star of course) is not a
nuclear furnace but really an ‘electric
lamp’ fed by currents coming in from
space. There is an experiment under
way to prove the concept. This is
bad news for the hope to generate
power from nuclear fusion. Can we
do something not achieved in nature?
That the Earth is part of a cosmic
elect ric circuit has had f ur ther
confirmation with the photographing
of ‘gnomes’, ‘sprites’ and ‘elves’
above thunderclouds. The pilots of
aeroplanes have long endured ridicule
for reporting about seeing these
phenomena but they are now proven
factual. The charged ‘heavyside’ layers
high up above the atmosphere have
long been used for radio transmission
and the auroras above the north and
south poles are well known. These are
all electric in nature. The so-called
‘solar winds’ are really electron and
proton currents pushed out from the
sun. Massive electron currents (sized
at 100,000 amperes and upwards)
commonly enter the Earth near the
Poles, as evidenced by the auroras, and
the gnomes, sprites and elves show the
path of the current above the clouds
as it moves up and out to space again
to complete the circuit. The lightning
from cloud to Earth is just one leg in
the circuit.
Re cent ly t he d a nger of t he
Earth being hit by a large asteroid
has been in the news. I refer to the
incident of 15 February 2013 when
the Russian city of Chelyabinsk was
hit by a meteorite injuring more than

1000 people and damaging many
buildings. However a more serious
and imminent menace could hit us at
any time. If a solar wind of massive
proton currents, as often ejected from
the sun, should hit the Earth it could
shut down our civilisation by burning
out the transformers of our electric
distribution systems. We have a mild
climate and could probably survive but
think of a large country like the USA
with more than half its distribution
transformers burnt out in mid-winter.
At present there is no protection set
up to cater for such an event and new
transformers take months to make.
The Carrington event in 1859
shut down the telegraph system of
that period. There was no electric
power at that time. There have been
recent large flare-ups on the sun but
fortunately for us the following proton
cloud missed the earth.
I have only scratched the surface of
the electrical nature of our fascinating
universe and most people are only
familiar with the lightning part. If you
want to learn more try ‘holoscience.
com’ and follow the prompts.
ʘ

Discount?

This scotch fillet was purchased at a
local supermarket. Needless to say we
requested to pay the non-discounted
price!

Letter to the people of Somers

The SRA pathways project

A

re we shocked at the cost of up to
$2000 per household for the pathways?
Pathways circling Somers like a ring
road. Two metres wide at Lord Somers
Road, Camp Hill Road and South Beach
Road (north of Wills Rd) and 1.5m on
Parklands Avenue, Tasman Road and
South Beach Road (south of Wills Rd),
all concrete with small pebbles.
These pathways are “not a done deal”
according to council. The pathways
were never on council’s radar according
to them, it was the SRA who made
representations to them and their
report was simply taken in good faith by
council. They have not actually seen nor
scrutinised the questionnaire the report
was written from, but did provide some
input into the design of the questionnaire.
This was merely a start point, choosing
what the paths were going to be made
from, not what many people think: that
the pathways were slated to go ahead and
our only choice was about the surface.
The report is on the SRA website but
the original documentation remains the
property of the SRA.
We have plenty of opportunity to have
our say if, for example we want granitic
sand not concrete, or Camp Hill Road and
not South Beach Road, or whatever you
think.
Renters can comment too, you all live
here, it’s just that you will not receive
anything official. If you want a voice
you need to phone Jeremy Grieve (as
approachable as he is, he is not a mind
reader) on 5950 1303.
When you receive the notice of
intention to declare a charge, this is the
point where your views will really count,
and whilst it is not officially a “vote – it
kind of is” according to council. Jeremy
is very interested to hear your points of
view now: Jeremy.grieve@mornpen.vic.
gov.au. But save them until you receive
the above notice and officially submit at
that point. The wording is a bit strange
but this is the key point when the project
can be stopped or significantly changed if
that’s what the community wants.
The school council’s support of this
project, according to the school principal,

is because it includes the section they
are concerned about, that is upgrading
Camp Hill Road. Because this was in the
plans the school gave tacit approval to
the whole, as it included this and only
this road. There are no trees on this
section and I have not spoken to a single
person who is not in agreement with the
fast section to Sandy Point Road having
a pathway. Would not tourists, school
kids, locals wanting to push, walk, ride or
scoot their way to Balnarring and beyond
benefit from this? Would council kindly
fund all of it?
On Parklands Avenue, we might feel
it seems sensible to keep the nature
strip on the side where people park to
stop them mounting the pavement as
best as possible and have the path where
people walk, but granitic sand is enough.
Kids’ feet could hurt on the hot concrete,
especially as the pathway on Parklands
Avenue is proposed to be in full northerly
sun and concrete, maybe we would prefer
granitic sand here, or no path at all; their
feet are cool on the dirt.
Take a drive along the roads with
tape measures, one for 2m and one for
1.5 and estimate how many trees and
nature strips will be lost and imagine
these dug out, filled with concrete and
topped with little stones and decide if you
like what Somers will look like. I did – it
really gave me a deeper understanding.
Work out what native vegetation might
be lost and have an opinion on how you
feel this will affect the amenity, aesthetic
and habitat for the Somers people, her
visitors, and animalia.
Your point of view will be listened
to – the Shire genuinely wishes to spend
their time and energy on something that
the community actually wants so we have
a highly significant role in the decision
making.
Am I a lone voice? If so what will be
next? Apartment blocks and a chair-lift
down from the Somers General Store?
Heavens above there was an outcry at
the prospect of an ice-cream seller on
the beach! Have your say why don’t you?!
Sincerely,
A Somers resident
(Name & address supplied)
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Plinth

1/8 Sovereign Drive
Hastings Vic 3915

On the
challenges of
youthhood
BARRINGTON PLINTH

J
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anet Harvey (sigh!). In those days of
boyhood innocence, schoolgirls were
a mystery. They talked a lot, particularly
to each other and their conversations
seemed meaningful, certainly to themselves. Boys never talked like that. All we
had to say to each other was things like:
“What are yer doin?” – “Nothin”- “Let’s
go” – “Go where?’” – “Dunno” – “I know!
Brian’s oldies are away” – “Bewdy, come
on!” and that was it, so simple and all you
had to do was keep moving and muttering
as you went.
Her name was (and still is) Janet
Harvey. She was bold, brazen and
absolutely beaut! Just to give you an idea:
Plinth saw her once navigating the traffic
on a busy intersection on her bicycle in
her school uniform – nothing unusual
about that – except she was sitting bolt
upright with her arms folded in front of
her, weaving in and out.
Description: Janet was above average
height, sturdy, with a penetrating gaze
from her hazel eyes which came at you
as a challenge, though it was difficult to
know what she wanted you to do. She
had a broad face and honey coloured
skin. Plinth was cross-eyed when she
sat on the family couch with her calves
spread out on the front cushion looking
like two large golden flounders. Plinth
was always on the lookout for ways
to impress the Harvey family and by
association of course, Janet herself. One
day he got his chance. He was cycling
home and on passing the Harvey house
he was shocked to see flames issuing
from the front bedroom window. He
could see Mrs Harvey thrashing about
and he could hear her cries. Plinth threw
his bike down and ran for the garden
hose. He turned it on full bore and
poked it through the window and on
to the curtains which were well alight.
He doused the flames and he doused
Mrs Harvey as well. Oh what a hero, he

thought, “This should earn me some
points”. This turned out to be a good
lesson in life. You won’t always get
recognition for your good deeds. The
fire was never mentioned again.
One day a real challenge finally
occurred. Janet was outside the Plinth
residence dribbling a basket ball on the
footpath. In those days girls had the
alarming habit of tucking their tunics
into their pants and then dribbling. Plinth
found this practice most disturbing but
it had to be said that Janet Harvey was
one of the best dribblers in the district.
So where is this leading? Well it’s
leading up a tree as it happens, and it
comes as the result of a daring challenge.
There were paddocks on the other side
of the road and on the boundary was a
row of ancient conifer trees; they had
probably been serving as windbreaks
for some long-forgotten orchard. Janet
threw her ball into the Plinths’ front
garden and she gave Plinth her bold
follow-me look. She ran across the
road and, reaching the furthest tree
she turned to face the tremulous Plinth
with her arms folded and legs apart. So
here was the plan. We were to climb
the tree and then proceed to swing
from tree to tree until we reached the
other end and the last one there was a
dirty rat. (Very dirty as it turned out!)
Before Plinth had time to consider the
matter Janet Harvey was off; powering
up the tree and like it or not, the game
was on. Plinth struggled up behind
Janet, and speaking of behinds, he was
far too much of a young gentleman to
look upwards and that put him under
an extreme handicap. On reaching the
upper branches Plinth was amazed to
see Janet Harvey swinging along into the

next tree. Plinth inched along, hanging
on to a lateral branch and stepping
on another one. The branches sagged
and made popping sounds but seeing
an intersecting branch from the next
tree he grabbed hold of it and swung
along with his feet dangling. Reaching
the trunk, Plinth relaxed for a second
but Janet was already half way to the
next tree. As they went crashing from
branch to branch, tree to tree, Plinth
was overcome with a sense of extreme
abandonment. What did it matter if the
ground was a long way down? So what
if he fell? The main thing was to show
Janet Harvey that he could take up the
challenge and he did. Finally, they both
landed safely, filthy, dishevelled and then
Janet gave Plinth that hard grin of hers
which he took as approval. The question
now was: could he do such wild things
without the encouragement of the likes
of Janet Harvey?
Well, no! The very next day, after
school, he headed back to the trees. He
couldn’t wait to repeat the triumph of the
day before but it was not to be. He could
barely get off the ground! He managed
to reach the first branch and then
the second. He looked down and was
shocked by the height, he contemplated
swinging out along a branch but the fact
was, he was near paralysed with fear.
Plinth struggled back to earth, annoyed
with himself and feeling so thoroughly
defeated.
So it just seems that some people
need prodding along in life. All you need
is a good partner to do it. Someone like
Janet Harvey!			
ʘ
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Somers CFA
activities
ROD NUSKE
with CFA Captain JOHN ROGASCH
It was a great relief that this summer
proved to be milder than many recent
ones with a relatively quiet fire season.
But it only took several days of extreme
weather for a fire that could have threatened Somers if the wind directions had
been a little different. This fire occurred
on 3 January. It started in an area behind K&K Steel Hastings, and quickly
spread into a woodyard off Reid Parade.
Embers spotted across Reid Parade and
began consuming approximately 100
hectares of scrub, threatening a home on
Frankston/Flinders Road and numerous
homes in the estate off Reid Parade and
Warrenqite Court. It quickly spread to
properties in the Seaglades Lane area on

In line with maintaining the CFA at a
high level of efficiency, Rodney Beale,
the Reflash Support Officer at the CFA,
is at Somers to upgrade both software
and mobile wirelesses, and is seen
here with brigade members Bruce
McCallum and Dave Pullin.
Stony Point Road. Along the way it damaged a portion of the coastal boardwalk
and some outbuildings. Around 50 CFA
tankers/appliances attended including

our Somers No.2 tanker, as our No. 1
tanker had already been deployed to
the fire at Moyston near Ararat. Several
aerial appliances were also deployed
to combat the fire. Naturally the train
service was cancelled for the day. A
number of Somers residents were quite
concerned by radio reports and the sight
of the smoke column to the north-east
of the town caused some to evacuate
to the beach and Balnarring Shopping
Centre. Was it a danger to Somers?
On the day, Somers was not in imminent
danger as the prevailing wind from the
north/north-west was pushing it towards the bay, and the predicted westerly change increased this push eastward.
If the fire had started at a location to the
north-west of Somers then the scenario
may have been totally different.
If the wind hadn’t veered to the
north from the east then there certainly
could have been such a danger.
The message is very clear. Be
Prepared. Be Informed. Be Aware; and
know when to enact your plan.
ʘ

National treasure in Somers

The annual visit by Aboriginal storyteller, Monty Pryor,
provided education and entertainment for all the children
and those teachers fortunate enough to be there. In his
stories of Aboriginal legends, he involved the audience with
requests to imitate his hand movements and sounds. Monty’s
10
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didgeridoo playing also was so good. Recently the principal,
David Ingham, described Monty as a “national treasure”.
In one photo Monty is surrounded by excited children; the
closest, with animated faces, are Poppy and Winny.

Brain Operators

“Where is
everybody?”
JEFF GRANT
Jeff Grant was a teacher at Somers
Primary School in the early 1990s. His
teaching stlye was unconventional
and storytelling was a key skill. He
took some time away from teaching
to write a book of short stories which,
having unsuccessfully done a round
of publishers, has languished on his
bookshelf. This is the fifth and final of
these stories published in the Paper
Nautilus.

H

opefully this final chapter will help a
few of you to remember some similar tales. One day those trusty brain operators of yours will help you to become
totally lost. I figure there’re two special
ways you can go about it.
Firstly, you can find yourself
somewhere you’ve never been before.
Standing motionless, and looking

around, there is nothing that looks
familiar. Maybe in the bush or in the
city, or maybe just wandering around
your bedroom in the middle of the night.
Ever done that? Half asleep in the pitch
dark, the brain operators have pressed
the toilet button. Inching around the
walls with arms feeling the way, you
can’t even remember where the bed is,
let alone a light switch. On one occasion
I can remember being so confused that I
found myself in a cupboard full of clothes.
Upstairs, on the midnight-to-dawn
shift, the operators are really struggling:
“What’s he doing in the cupboard for
goodness’ sakes? Not that door dummy,
the bedroom door! Watch out for
those clothes lying about on the floor
somewhere!”
In pitch darkness, the observation
panel is about as much use as an iceblock in a bath tub. The operators on
duty at this time of the night normally
have an appalling behaviour file.
Perhaps the same ones responsible
for losing the passport in Russia, or
those in control when vomit smashed
into the windscreen. Banished to the
unimportant midnight-to-dawn shift,
and they still can’t even get you to the

toilet safely.
As usual in these disasters, it’s
normally a supervisor who enters the
scene to calm things down. “Not you
idiots again! Stop this panic business!
Get him to stand still and calmly work
out what to try next.”
Whether it be in the bedroom or
out in the bush, the worst reaction
possible would be to run wildly around
desperately looking for anything familiar.
In the bedroom you’d more than likely
smash into a desk and wake the entire
family. Whilst in the bush, the same
response would only get you further
lost or on a rapid trip down a deserted
mine shaft. On these occasions, a wellorganised conference upstairs usually
figures the best course of action:
“Okay, he’s lost! Don’t move him from
the area. Keep him warm. Make some
sort of sign and hopefullly a rescue party
will save us all!”
So that’s the first type of lost.
The second style is strangely
different. In this situation you know
exactly where you are, but you still
have the ‘totally panicky lost feeling’.
This experience normally happens when
you’re younger than six and out shopping
with the family. The problem is that you
know you’re in a huge shopping centre’s
underwear department, and you know
your mother is there as well – you just
don’t quite know where.
One second her hand is firmly
clasping your own, and the next moment
a trolley full of women’s bras has taken
your interest. A quick turn around, a
bump into some strange dress, with
different legs turning in all directions,
and bang! It’s all happening. A tidal wave
of fear, normally followed by a tidal wave
of tears, with the final reaction generally
being a bellowed: “I WANT MY MUMMY!”
The funny part about the whole
business is that your precious mummy
is usually only about two metres away
checking out the prices on the ‘singlet
sale’ table. The next reaction in this sorry
chain of events is normally a slap on the
bottom with an “I told you to hold my
hand and keep close to me. If you don’t
behave yourself it’ll be back out to the
car.” The embarrassment of a slap in
public is still worth it. At least you know
where everybody is.
I can remember stumbling around
a scorching summer beach with hands
11
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full of rapidly melting icy-poles. Silently
blubbering, I just couldn’t spot the
familiar green-and-white brolly. Looking
back on it, if I had just stood still and
searched in all directions, eventually the
family would have appeared in sight. As
it eventuated, by the time a member of
the family luckily bumped into me, my
hands were full of sticks and soggy paper.
Funnily enough, babies don’t ever
suffer from these dilemmas. I mean, you
could be left in a pram in the middle of
a race track, and what would you care?
Too many operators running around
pressing buttons only makes things
worse.
My clearest memory of a lost story
didn’t actually happen to me. Although
I must confess to being somewhat
responsible. It fell into the second
category of ‘lost techniques’.
In 1977 I had a two-month holiday
in the Solomon Islands. A chain of
islands trailing off from New Guinea,
the Solomons are a mysterious and
colourful group. Warm breezes waft
across tropical jungles and majestic
mountains. The Solomon Islanders are
a happy people. Their skins are very
dark and decorated with countless
tribal markings. Fuzzy dark hair and
colourful costumes were an incredible
sight for a young lad from Australia. The
experience of different cooking smells
and the murmur of strange languages

.
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were only surpassed by the weird feeling
of having fair skin. If you ever get to
travel overseas you’ll understand the
feeling of being out of place. No familiar
Australian sounds or sights to cling to.
The family I was staying with owned
the local busline and employed dozens
of people. I hung around the depot
slowly learning some of the language
and getting used to the strange sights.
The family home nestled high in the
mountains, overlooking magnificent
tropical water, dotted with junglecovered islands. The house had its usual
share of local islanders who worked
in the garden, prepared breakfasts
and cleaned everything from clothes
to kitchens. A normal morning would
be to stumble from bed, don a pair of
shorts and head out onto the balcony
for breakfast; warm breezes, flowering
creepers, and a beautiful sight of villages
and ocean far below. Minutes later the
main house-man, Isaac, would appear
with breakfast: steaming tea, toast and
tropical fruit covering the cane table.
Later on I would wander down the
hill to explore the town, cluttered with
wonderful shops. Chinese stores rattling
with chimes and overflowing with trash
and treasure took hours to search. Circles
of local islanders sat around chewing
betel nut with a soundtrack of laughter.
The surrounding mountains were full
of Second World War relics. Searching

for guns, shells, helmets and old bunkers
filled in countless days. By night we would
all sit out on the balcony. A twinkling sea,
with the sounds and smells of village life
would waft up through the valleys below.
A perfect end to what were perfect days.
If it sounds like paradise, you’ve hit the
nail on the head. Altogether very, very
relaxing.
Surprisingly enough, it was amidst
this setting that a great lost story
occurred. At least every month a
gigantic cruise ship would appear on the
horizon. Mooring a kilometre offshore,
thousands of tourist were ferried onto
the pier by smaller tender boats. Armed
with colourful tropical shirts, cameras
and cheap woven baskets (no doubt
purchased from other island visits) they
would descend upon our paradise.
On these particular days the prices
for everything seemed to double.
Everyone from taxi drivers to fish sellers
appeared intent on making a fortune
from the unsuspecting visitors. Around
the carpark and bordering the road into
town, all the locals had set up stalls. They
sold everything from beautifully carved
wooden canoes, colourful shell beads and
woven bags, to ‘taste sensation’ tropical
fruits.
With money dripping from wallets
and handbags, the hordes of visitors
spent like crazy. Bargaining prices and
snapping photos, it vaguely reminded
me of a cage full of parrots fighting over
a sesame-seed biscuit. The locals made
more money than they normally would
in a month; the tourists bought far more
than they needed, and no doubt Kodak
was about to be deluged by another wave
of undeveloped film.
My hosts were helping to run the local
Red Cross stall and as a result I spent
most of the day hanging around the pier.
Typical of most days, time flew rapidly
by. Before long, the late afternoon sunset
settled in about us. The thousands of
locals (it seemed like every villager was
in town for the day) began packing up
the remains of unsold product; the usual
laughing and singing accompanied by the
sounds of work.
At about this stage of the afternoon,
a strange little voice sprang up from
nowhere. Peering down I was confronted
by the sight of a rather anxious-looking
young tourist. “Excuse me mister,
when’s the next boat going out to the

liner?” he asked with just the slightest
tremor in his voice. My reply to the edgy
little traveller was reasonably casual.
Helpfully pointing him in the direction of
the pier, I assured him that another boat
would be along pretty soon. Watching his
tropical shirt melt into a sea of villagers,
I continued with the packing up.
Maybe ten minutes later the little
traveller re-appeared. The look in his
eyes told a million words. Just at a guess
I imagined his upstairs operators were
about to press the ‘good ol’ panic button’.
“Mister,” he stammered, “I can’t find
my mum and dad. When’s the next boat
coming back?”
Then all of a sudden it occurred to me
that I hadn’t noticed a single tourist for
at least an hour. Within seconds, a deepthroated blast from a siren floated across
from the liner. With puffs of burning
diesel belching from the funnels, the
liner was steaming out to sea!
It seems almost cruel, but my
immediate reaction was to laugh. I
couldn’t believe my eyes. The liner was
heading out to unkown waters, less one
frenzied ten-year-old. From my point of
view, it seemed like a problem that most
probably would be easily solved. But
then again, I wasn’t ten years old. Plus,

being momentarily lost in an underwear
department really didn’t measure up to
an unknown island and thousands of
strangers.
From the boy’s next reaction, I
gathered my laughter didn’t provide the
comfort he was hoping for. Doing exactly
what I mentioned earlier in the story not
to do, he ran off in a wild panic. Heading
off in the direction of the pier, I think
he screamed “MUMMY”. He definitley
screamed something.
Following as fast as I could manage,
I observed his weaving journey out
to the industrial area of the pier. Past
shipping containers and through ‘No
Admittance to Unauthorised Persons’
gates, it was reminiscent of my chaotic
flight across the orchard years ago. His
wild run eventually came to a standstill
at the end of the pier. Panting and by now
concerned for his safety, I hoped his brain
operators had sufficient sense to make
him stop. Diving off into shark-infested
waters was definitely a poor option.
Standing next to a forlorn figure
watching the liner cruise out of sight was
definitely a gem! Misery oozed from the
young boy in an anguished plea: “I WANT
MY MUMMY”.
Well, what do you do? My attempts to

calm the terrified tourist took a while to
have any effect. I knew he’d get back to the
liner, I just had to make him believe it. I
think he finally understood that standing
on the end of a pier wasn’t achieving a
great deal – perhaps a supervisor had
taken over upstairs.
Making our way back towards the
customs area, I knew a very fast boat
could come in handy. A uniformed
customs official soon had everything
under control. A radio message out to the
liner had slowed the ship’s journey and a
powerful customs launch was delivering
a little ‘parcel of panic’ back to the safety
of its mother. I still wonder today if his
parents had even noticed he was missing.
Maybe he was a little brat and they’d left
him there on purpose.
It was a long time ago, but the whole
adventure remains clear in my mind.
What a way to get lost! Nothing I had
achieved even comes close to it for style.
I also wonder how many times he’s
retold the story. Surely it’s among his
five best chapters.
I’ve just had an amazing thought.
What if these rambling, confused
chapters ever get published? The young
boy might have sons or daughters of
his own by now. Imagine it: “Hey dad,
some bloke called Jeff Grant has written
the story about you making an idiot of
yourself!”
Footnote:
What I want to know is what
happened. Did his mother slap him on
the bottom?			
ʘ

Behead your
angry panthers
All over Somers there are
angry panthers, also known
as Agapanthus, with heads
full of seeds. In order to
prevent the spread of this
species, which although
very pretty is a listed weed
species, please cut off their
heads and bag them, then
put them in the rubbish bin.
13
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Ten years on
Ten years ago the Paper Nautilus
published a story by Tony Heselev
about his and his family’s experience of
the catostrophic Boxing Day tsunami
while holidaying in Sri Lanka. Here he
writes of their return visit.
TONY HESELEV

F

or the first time in 10 years, my wife,
Sian Hughes, and I climbed the small
staircase to the balcony of our apartment at the Sea View Hotel in the seaside village of Unawatuna, near Galle in
Sri Lanka.
The previous time, we were racing
to beat the rapidly rising water and
awesome power of the Boxing Day
tsunami that engulfed the coast of Sri
Lanka.
It was eerie being up there again.
In 2004, Unawatuna was the first stop
on our dream Sri Lankan holiday with
our children – Sam, then 11, Rosie, 10,
and Matilda, 6.
Our double-storey apartment was set
back about 50 metres from the beach.
As we stood on the balcony this month,
we recalled that Rosie had had a loose
tooth for several days and the moment
it finally came out was when I saw the
wave.
Sian had just returned from a run
along the beach. Luckily, she heard
my frantic shout and made it upstairs
before the water roared through the
hotel gardens to our ground-floor
room, ripping out our bed, baggage and
belongings, tearing down walls, and
surging on for about 40 metres.
The raging water was rising
rapidly, eventually lapping the balcony
floor (about four metres high) before
mercifully receding. Some said the
tsunami sounded like an oncoming train.
Unawatuna was then rated among
the world’s top 10 beaches and the
village was crammed with foreign
tourists celebrating Christmas and
locals celebrating their poya (full moon)
day. The tsunami struck at 9.26am as
many slept off the night before.
Some people were apparently
trapped in their rooms and dived into

.
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the water to try to escape. The lucky
ones emerged unscathed; others were
injured – or worse – by debris hurtling
through the water. We watched
buildings collapsing and cars floating
in the murky torrent, and heard people
yelling for help. Some were clinging to
coconut trees.
Sian, a paediatrician, quickly began
what turned out to be three days of
disaster relief, using first-aid kits
plucked from the wreckage and torn-up
bedsheets to treat the injured, initially
from our balcony. Among these was a
Dutch family (who do not want to be
identified). The mother had broken ribs
and one of her three boys had a deep
cut over his eye. I asked his father if the
family was safe. Tearfully, he said no,
their youngest – a 16-month-old boy –
was missing. The water had swept the

At one stage, Divya
asked her father: “Are
we dead?”

boy out of his mother’s arms. We found
his body later that day.
In that upstairs room again this
month, my most vivid and haunting
memory is of the mother lying on our
bed, wincing with pain and gasping for
the breath she needed to weep for the
loss of her young son.
The family planted a frangipani
tree in the young boy’s memory in the
Sea View garden, and it is thriving.
The parents went back to Sri Lanka
for the one-year anniversary, and the
whole family will return for the 10-year
anniversary next week. *
“To me, going to Sri Lanka one year
afterwards was like going home,” the
mother said. “Almost everyone knew
what it was like, had lost someone under
exactly the same circumstances ... I
could relate to their stories, was eager
to hear them and it was good to share
our experiences.”
All the family members have been
treated for post-traumatic stress
disorder. Another son was born after
the tsunami, and the mother says that
he sometimes feels like an outsider.
“This time we want to show the
children where it happened, and
remember their brother and others

who died that day – and also what a
wonderful country Sri Lanka is.”
Another family we befriended
ran the tiny Sun Beach Guesthouse in
Unawatuna. Our children frolicked in the
water every morning with the daughter,
Divya Arundhati, then 9.
On Christmas Day we had lunch
with her mother and father, Kumudu
and Nimal, shared gifts and danced
together to Hindi music including
Divya’s 18-month-old brother Akchay.
Because of their location, only metres
from the water, we feared the worst for
them after the tsunami but found out
that they had somehow survived. Divya
had been worried about us that morning,
because our children were late for their
swim.
This month, we met Divya and her
family in Unawatuna to retrace their
miraculous escape. Kumudu recalled
the sea bubbling at the foreshore, like a
geyser, and turning dark. Then they saw
the wave. It was three or four metres
high and rising. Without hesitating to
retrieve anything, they ran away from
the beach through a hole in a fence.
Divya knew the way because she often
picked flowers in the paddock behind
Sun Beach. She ran past a large concrete
slide that she used to play on – and that
is still there – towards a nearby canal.
It would have been impossible for
them to cross the swirling, filthy waters
but a boat became wedged momentarily,
allowing them to reach open land and
a hillside 300 metres away. They spent
a harrowing night perched on the hill
enduring the cries and howls of stricken
people and animals. At one stage, Divya
asked her father: “Are we dead?”
The next day they went back to
survey the wreckage at Sun Beach. They
were able to salvage only three photos,
two of which were water-damaged.
Kumudu recalled the family’s seven
years at Sun Beach as a happy and
uncomplicated time, and broke down
when she tried to explain how difficult
their lives had been since. They lost
everything and received only about $100
compensation. Divya was cruelly called
‘tsunami girl’ by her new classmates
when they moved to the inland town of
Embilipitiya, her academic performance
suffered and she still has flashbacks,
especially to that desperate night on the
hill overlooking Unawatuna.

Akchay (left) was just 18 months old and his sister Divya 9 years old when the tsunami struck 10 years ago. Their parents ran
the tiny Sun Beach Guesthouse in Unawatuna, Sri Lanka. Picture: Rosie Heselev
Sri Lankan-born Melbourne GP
Thanuja Ranatunga was on the front line
of the emergency response along with
other doctors and volunteers from the
Australia Sri Lanka Medical Aid Team.
She flew to Sri Lanka immediately
after the tsunami, spending more than
six weeks working in camps around
Galle. She treated more than 100 acute
patients a day. “For the first few days I
didn’t ask anybody what happened,” she
recalled. “I couldn’t handle that and do
my clinical work; it was too traumatic.
“But by the third or fourth day, I had
to overcome my fear of listening to their
tragic stories. Otherwise there was no
way of coping.”
Sri Lanka was the worst-affected
count r y af ter Indonesia. About
40,000 people died, half that number
injured and up to one million were
displaced. About 250 international nongovernment organisations delivered
some $3 billion of aid to Sri Lanka.
The national government was slow
to respond, failing to grasp the full
dimension of the disaster. Hopes that
the crisis would bring an early end to
the civil war between the Sinhalese
majority government and the Tamil
Tigers were dashed, but in the past

few years, a tsunami-warning system
involving the use of police sirens has
been tested successfully and evacuation
routes designated. Much discussion has
centred on ‘building back better’, but
there is still confusion about whether
a 100-metre building exclusion zone
around the southern coast is enforceable.
Certainly at Weligama, 23 kilometres
east of Unawatuna, a huge hotel is being
built right on the beach.
Further up the coast, 125 villagers
died as the tsunami tore through the
tiny hamlet of Seenigama. But out of
that destruction and hardship has
come a better life for the survivors.
Philanthropist Kushil Gunasekera, who is
manager of Sri Lanka’s retired champion
spin bowler Muttiah Muralitharan, used
his cricketing connections to build a
‘rural community model’ known as the
Centre of Excellence on land around
his family villa. The centre provides
services including English, IT and
business-development classes, medical
and dental clinics, plus a preschool,
swimming pool, and, of course, cricket
grounds and coaching.
Victorian taxpayers contributed $3
million for the nearby Victoria Gardens
housing project, which rehoused the

worst-affected people around Seenigama
in 84 double-storey duplex homes. “It
was an unprecedented, tragic time but
we have turned this adversity into a
blessing for the villagers,” Gunasekera
says.
For the Dutch couple, the tsunami is
never far from their minds. “I feel so bad
that we let this happen to the children
although I know we are not to blame,”
the father said.
The mother says: “Before this
happened, I felt I was in control of my
life. If you work hard, make the right
decisions, treat others like you want to
be treated yourself, everything will be
fine. Afterwards I realised this was a
fantasy. Now, for example, instead of
keeping the children safe, I want to make
sure they’re independent and strong
so they might have a chance to save
themselves if needed.”
In our fortunate family, we talk of
the tsunami as the ‘best worst thing’
that has happened to us – because of the
perspective it has given, and the friends
we have made in 10 subsequent aid trips
to Sri Lanka.
* This article was originally published
in The Age in December 2014.
ʘ
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Beekeeping in Rwanda –

Challenges for small-scale honey producers
PETER STEELE

K

eeping a handful of hives in urban
Melbourne is one thing, but imagine
the challenges of being a beekeeper in
Rwanda – poorly educated and little
in the way of commercial and/or
technical support and dependent, like
the other 90% of the population, on
subsistent agriculture with an income
of less than A$2/day. Great potential
into the long term, but the country is
only just reaching the levels of economic
performance of 20 years ago and
before the devastation of the civil war/
genocide. The resilience of beekeeping
has kept many families fed and paid
school fees for their children.

What’s happening?

Checking frames: Classic images of the beekeeper in action – except this is from a
training course – and this is one of the instructors – in Rwanda. Note the protective
clothing – face and hands – and the use of a small brush for brushing the bees off
the frame. Then you have to protect the frame and the capped honey from robber
bees. Photo credit: Christian Aid.

Bees and flora: Hives stacked and protected against annual seasonal rains up
to 1500mm and from exposure to the sun, but they remain susceptible to attack
by ants or honey badgers. Or theft. Notwithstanding a land area of only 26,300
square km (30% the size of Tasmania) and population density up to 350 people
per square km, the country is home to a rich diversity of flora, up to 3000 plant
species with new plants continuing to be discovered.
Photo credit: World Pulse.
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With plentiful and varied crops and
flora throughout much of the year,
Gicumbi District in the north of the
country is already a producer of honey,
some of which is of reasonable quality.
Production is typically undertaken by
individual beekeepers or by groups of
beekeepers working together in producers’ cooperatives. The CAR Cooperative, for example, represents the
majority of beekeepers in the District
and regularly collects and transports
honey to Gicumbi Town, the main administrative centre.
Two t ypes of beekeeping are
followed in the District – with use
of modern hives (i.e. Langstroth
and Kenya Top Bar hives) and more
traditional practices using locally
made bark hives. Honey hunting is
also undertaken by some communities.
The majority of beekeepers follow
traditional practices, and have neither
understanding of nor access to the
funding/technologies required of
modern practices. The industry has
little or no external support, and there
are few improved honey-collecting and
processing centres available.
Notwithstanding the potential
for improved honey industries in
the district – given the resilience of
existing small-scale producers and a
surrounding countryside which offers
good bee foraging resources – yields are
low and quality remains mixed.
Gicumbi District borders on Uganda
and much of the honey produced
or harvested from wild bees is sold
informally to traders from Uganda.
Added-value processing is thus lost

to domestic industr y. Domestic
purchases/sales are dominated by
the CAR Cooperative which, at time
of reporting, purchased honey from
producers at RWF1000/kg, and sold to
the Rwandan Association for Integrated
Development and Mutual Investment
for RWF2000/kg (A$1=RWF600).

‘Postcards’ tv program

What to do next?

L o c a l b e e i n du s t r i e s r e m a i n
undeveloped and under-exploited, and
more could be done to help beekeepers
to become commercially viable. This
begins with encouraging them to join
their local honey producers’ cooperative
and, if there is none available close by,
then to form one in their community.
Cooperatives are recognised and
supported by the state and provide
those essential technical skills together
with commercial assistance. This helps
raise standards of production and
quality.
Cooperatives typically have access
to trainers and training facilities.
Well-managed cooperatives nurture
and encourage their members – they
instil confidence. Cooperatives provide
a logical starting point for organised
production and sales of bee products
– they are capable of marshalling
the funds required for purchase of
equipment, materials and expertise
for buying, handling, processing and
packaging bee products. Cooperatives
provide members with standing within
the socio-economic framework of the
community.
Members need to support their
cooperative but, equally, prices have
to be established that will provide
competition from tenacious crossborder traders so that the cooperative
is able to capture the bulk of local honey
and wax produced and harvested. ʘ

A crew from Channel 9 came down to Somers in late February to capture images
of Somers General Store and the resultant film was broadcast as part of the
‘Postcards’ program on 22 March at 5.30 pm.

.
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Norm Dewar
in a glider
ROD NUSKE

A

ll the yachties (lovers of all things
on the sea powered by the wind)
would be well used to seeing Norm Dewar at sea, Norm in the control tower or
Norm in a crash-boat but never Norm
in, ahem … a glider! Yes it has come to
pass that yacht-loving Norm has taken
to the air in a glider. It was organised
by Jay Nagl that members of the Men’s
Secret Business division of Balnarring
Probus would be given the opportunity
to ‘reach for the sky’ at Bacchus Marsh
with the Geelong Gliding Club. Doubt
entered Norm’s mind when he first saw

the unbelievably battered old caravan
that is (only for the next six weeks) their
control centre. Beyond that it was all
well organised and with safety ever foremost, and even a parachute provided! In
retrospect that did cast a little doubt in
Norm’s mind (and the rest of us), as to
if it was so safe why need a ’chute? It
only made it difficult getting in and in
particular getting out of the tiny, tiny
cockpit. Norm and the rest of us were
towed into the air with the greatest of
ease to enjoy views of the surrounding
countryside and were amazed at how
close the You Yangs were. We were all
envious of Norm as his time in the air
far exceeded the time experienced by
everyone else due to the thermal activities, or Norm’s ability to read the wind
changes.			
ʘ

.

18

Profiles

The
indomitable
Betty Amsden
OAM
ROD NUSKE

W

e have had quite a special person
as a weekend resident in Somers
for the past 50 years, but despite Betty
being a much-valued member of the
performing arts scene in Melbourne,
her presence here at Somers was not
generally known. This is a bit surprising, as one could never describe Betty
as a ‘shrinking violet’.
At 88, she s t i l l ha s a v it a l
personality and shows no sign of
slowing down. To start with she is
included in Forbes Magazine’s list of
48 Heroes of Philanthropy in Australia.
One of her most significant acts
has been the donation over a period of
time of $6.5 million to the Arts Centre
Melbourne which provides an Arts
Education Endowment for children
involving scholarships, leadership
training and an access program for
regional youth in the performing
arts of ballet, music and theatre. An
important early donation was for
music therapy for retarded children.
Recently a Melbourne Arts walk which
provides plaques celebrating talented
artists was added to the list.
Betty also is quite an active board
member of Guide Dogs of Victoria.
Never one to merely hand over a
cheque, Betty is a doer as indicated
by her manning a Guide Dog sausage
sizzle stall outside a Bunnings store
where “I tried to make sure that no
one went past without buying a snag
to benefit the Guide Dogs.” This was
obviously a success as $1903 was
raised.
There are so many organisations
that she is involved with, and with
the exception of the Guide Dogs and

the classical community radio station
3MBS they all support young people’s
involvement in the performing arts.
Quite unbelievably she has been
able to find time for rug and furniture
making!
At quite an early stage in her life,
her parents instilled into Betty two
basic concepts of life. The first being
that the harder you work, the luckier
you are, and what also has proven
to be a guiding flame in her life, the
importance of helping others who are
less fortunate.
Betty was well on the way with her
working life when her mother was a
midwife at the Sandringham Hospital;
for twopence an entry she would help
transcribe the registration of births
and deaths. This was followed by
collecting empty bottles on the beach
for their threepence deposit.
After completing secondary school
at Hampton High, Betty completed a
business course at Stott’s College and
soon found employment at the office
of a Patent Attorney. On interview,
when asked why she wanted the job,
Betty replied “Because I need the
money!” “Really, and what should I
expect from you?” Her reply was “A
good day’s work for a good day’s pay,
and don’t expect me to make the tea,
I’m here to work!” She got the job. On
weekends Betty delivered blood for
the Red Cross on her Harley Davidson
and sidecar. There was also the time
she entered her Norton and sidecar in

the first ladies’ motorbike scramble
at Eltham. Workwise she was headhunted to work for AMCOR. This was
followed by secretarial work for a
sand-washing firm where one night
at 3am she was awakened to be told
that a worker had broken his leg and
the water jet was still blasting away
unattended. So into the night went
Betty and continued to wash sand until
6am. What a secretary!
She became aware of the sometimes
distressing conditions that elderly
people endured in hospitals and
homes, so she approached a bank for
a £10,000 loan to build an aged-care
facility in Camberwell for 20 patients.
Impressed by her business acumen
it was duly approved and so by
working her usual seven days a week,
Princeton Private Hospital was built.
This was soon followed with the 60bed Bellden at Croydon. Betty then
looked at real estate, commercial
properties and the stock market for
investment opportunities and so the
bank balance grew.
At this stage in her life she became
aware of the performing arts as the
Arts Centre was being constructed
and was soon applying her energy
to supporting young people in their
endeavours to succeed in this aspect
of their lives.
All this has not gone unnoticed and
Betty was awarded an AOM in 2002
and an AO in 2014 as well as many
other awards.
She believes she has been “led by
the great joy of giving”.
Reference material from the numerous
websites dedicated to Betty, especially
an interview by Andrew Stephens of
the Sydney Morning Herald.
ʘ

Judy and
Kevin Sack
ROD NUSKE

K

evin and Judy are a couple who
have put their hearts and souls
into whatever occupation they applied
themselves to. For Kevin it was in electrical engineering and flower growing
and for Judy, radiography, raising children, being a technical officer, flower
growing and music.
They met as teenagers because
of family connections who thought
it would be a great idea, as Kevin
played the violin and Judy the piano
and they could create a musical duo.
(They may have regretted it later.)
Well, in a manner of speaking, that is
what did rather successfully happen.
Judy has continued with the piano
but Kevin was only too glad to find
other interests. One such interest
was to build an electronic organ, so
Judy decided she would have to take
lessons on the pipe organ from no
lesser teacher than Bernard Clarke,
organist at All Saints, St Kilda. With
marriage and what usually follows:
boy, boy, girl in their case, the dream
of the electronic organ faded but Judy
continued as church organist and choir
leader as well as finding time to study

music theory.
Judy, after leaving MLC, studied
radiography at night school and
worked in that profession until
children arrived. Later she gained
matriculation as a ‘mat ure age’
student.
A f ter Kev in qua li f ied a s a n
electrical engineer in 1954 he went to
work with predecessor of Telstra, the
PMG but was not impressed with the
casual attitude of staff and managers.
So, off to the Australian company, Rola.
Remember them? They once made
speakers, TVs and the famous ‘Byer’
tape recorders used by radio stations.
But cheaper imports soon put paid to
local manufacture. Then two years
with Astor who made, among other
things, car radios, but then cars soon
came with built-in radios so another
local firm went into decline. Kevin
could see that he would have to steer
clear of manufacturers of consumer
goods, so sought out the industrial
ele c t r on ic s i ndu s t r y. W it h a n
unfortunate company closure, another
move, this time to the Psychology
Department at Monash University as
a Professional Officer to design and
maintain their research equipment.
The children were growing up and
they decided they needed a holiday
house. They had purchased the land
in Somers in 1967 and Kevin set about
building a two-story house – a six-year
project as it turned out. While working
on the roof he could see yachts sailing
in the beautiful blue water. This was
enough to encourage them both to join
the yacht club in 1972 where Kevin
and his sons moved up the scale of
yachts until Kevin was forced to look
to a single-hander yacht as the boys
married.
To help f inance t his projec t
Judy decided she needed a job. As it
happened, there was a requirement
in the Psychology Department at
Monash for a technical officer for a
period of four weeks. She must have
done something right as this job lasted
18-and-a-half years. During this time,
the organ in the religious centre was
available so she resumed her organ
studies under Douglass Lawrence.
Just before this happened, Kevin
and son Greg won the state title in
the FJ class. Modestly Kevin relates >
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that they were not going very well but
on the last day a storm blew in and
everyone but our heroes had retired;
but they had not retired as they’d been
upside down for quite a while. Having
eventually righted the boat the crash
boat came over and told them if they
could finish they would win that race!
So they sailed triumphantly over the
finish line and not only won the race
but gained the title as well.
While the ‘boys’ were sailing, the
‘girls’ sat on the beach and watched.
This is how the Somers Craft Guild
originated. The girls developed their
skills in sewing, embroidery, quilting
and other crafty doings. The Guild
lasted for 39 years.
During this time Judy became
friends with Celia Rosser who accepted
a commission from Monash to produce
incredibly beautiful paintings of
the Banksia family. She is the only
person to have completed paintings
of the whole genus. Judy has some
large prints in her home and really
they are magnificent. Celia was the
first Australian to be awarded the
international Linnaeus Medal for
horticultural scientific paintings.
Kevin was a restless soul however,
with manufacturing in his blood, so
after two years at Monash he took
the opportunity to manage a small
electronics company whose main
claim to fame was the building of the
VFL Park scoreboards at Waverley.
The company also had agencies for the
sort of equipment used by the electric
power industry. Getting to know about
this equipment and making contacts
within the industry proved useful
later on.
Fi n a l ly Kev i n fou nd Dew a r
Electronics, where he had worked for a
short time many years earlier. With his
knowledge of the power industry he
was able to introduce new products to
the company and found eager clients.
He stayed with the company until
‘retirement’.
Now all this sounds neat and tidy,
but in years prior to retirement, Kevin
and Judy decided to grow flowers for
the florist trade (mid-life crisis?).
So the Somers house was sold and a
block of land chosen at Red Hill. The
land was prepared, the proteas and
leucadendrons planted and looked

.
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after at weekends.
Judy in the meantime studied for her
Advanced Certificate of Horticulture
at night. After selling their Melbourne
home, Kevin and Judy had their new
house at Red Hill built, by a builder
this time, while they lived in a caravan
in the packing shed. As it was still
necessary to have an income, Kevin
travelled to work in Croydon each
day. In production mode Judy would
pick the flowers and if the stems were
too short she would make up posies
of mixed blooms. Every second day
Kevin would stack his van full of the
flowers in buckets and deliver them
to florists, greengrocers and finally
exporters. This left no time for sailing.
The farm did not provide much time
for relaxation but Judy still found time
to act as accompanist for the Flinders
Singers. She is still doing this after
20 years.
Real retirement for Kevin came in
1999 when the Red Hill property was
sold and they, for the first time, moved
into a pre-loved home in, of course,
Somers. Apart from the piano, Judy’s
passions include golf, gardening and
seven adult grandchildren and one
great-grandson. She has been involved
with Red Cross and is a member of
Somers Ladies Probus.
Kevin had returned to his sailing
and also joined Balnarring Probus in
which he served as President for a term
and has taken responsibility for the
‘Bikies’ who pedal away furiously(?)
up and down the countryside. He
also enjoyed singing in local choirs,
including the Flinders Singers. An
occasional appearance on the stage
in productions at the yacht club and
Probus all but completes the picture,
except for his involvement with the
Somers School where he encouraged
grades 5 and 6 students to help him
build a Van de Graaff generator* last
year. It is a device to create large
amounts of ‘static electricity’.
It has been an interesting exercise
for me to learn the backgrounds of
Judy and Kevin, a couple that I have
known for some time, but obviously
never really knew the complex web
of their lives.
*See ‘The Van de Graaff generator’ on
p. 25.				
ʘ

Three 			
at a time

Activities at
Coolart
ROD NUSKE

Scenes from the Shakespearian
comedy, ‘As you Like It’ in the ideal
setting of Coolart. If the company
OZACT returns next year, I shall
certainly be there. Back in January
it was most enjoyable as we were
blessed with fine weather and either
sat on the ground or more organised
audience members had their own
chairs. You move around to provide
different backdrops for different acts,
but that’s part of the fun.
Coolart also was home to two
other exhibitions. One was
Postcards – Stories from the
Mornington Peninsula, the work
of the Mornington Peninsula Local
Historical Network and the Shire.
It consisted of items from each
historical group on the Peninsula
displayed in boxes themed to
postcards from their area. Also
there was an excellent documentary
representative of each town covered.
This display will eventually find
its way back to Hastings Historical
Museum and Hastings Library.

Triplets William, Charlotte and Ella
were so excited about their first day
at Somers Primary School, and now to
top it all off, a visit to Somers General
Store where surely an ice-cream is
warranted.

Concurrently there was a painting
and photographic exhibition by
Without Pier Gallery, providing art
lovers with a range of paintings of
excellent quality and some quite
outstanding photographs such as
the aerial photograph of Melbourne
being admired by Liz, daughter
Josephine and Ella.

Garden desiGn,
consultation
& rejuvenation
Libby 0413 807 947

.
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Just when you thought it was
safe to go back to school …
MORAG SEWARD

W

hether you whooped with excitement or lamented the end of the
school holidays, the 2015 school year
is well and truly underway. The start
of a new school year is an exciting time
for most children. They’ve been looking
forward to new teachers and catching
up with friends they haven’t seen for six
weeks.
It’s lovely to see our children making
new friends and reuniting with old
ones. However, if we are honest, some
old friends they could do without. I’m
talking about the ones who follow them
everywhere, are inconsiderate, and
whose behaviour causes our children
embarrassment and discomfort.
Over the years I’ve adopted several
creative strategies to discourage them,
but they are very resilient. Every time
I think I’ve finally put them off, there
they are, Pediculus humanus capitis and
Enterobius, waiting shamelessly with
your child at Monday afternoon pick-up.
Before you write me off as an overprotective ‘helicopter parent’, ‘tiger
mum’ or just mean, Pediculus humanus
capitis and Enterobius are the scientific
names for head lice and threadworms,
respectively.
Pediculus humanis capitis (human
head lice)
Head lice and worms are the most
common communicable parasites in our

.
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primary schools. Head lice in particular
are very difficult to eradicate because
they require a lengthy and diligent
process of often smelly chemical
treatments, washing and combing.
Schools periodically send notes home
for families to check and treat their
children’s hair. Unfortunately, there are
myths and misinformation surrounding
the transmission of head lice which
prevent people treating the head lice
and nits effectively.
I hope this article helps you identify
the symptoms and dispels some of the
myths surrounding the prevention
and treatment of your child’s most
unwelcome old friends.
Symptoms
1. Itchy Scalp – If you see your child
scratching it may be head lice. It’s the
head lice’s excretions which cause the
itchiness!
2. Rash – You may see a red rash at the
base of the neck or behind the ears.
These are the head lice’s favourite
places to hang out.
There are a number of myths
surrounding the cause and treatment
of head lice, too many to mention all
here, so I’ve included a couple of the
most common misconceptions.
Myth 1: Head lice only like dirty
hair.
Fact: Head lice love both clean and
dirty hair. They also crawl onto hair

with hairspray on it and tea tree oil/
shampoos are ineffective barriers.
Myth 2: Head lice are only found in
low socio-economic areas.
Fact: Head lice don’t discriminate
between rich and poor. Everyone’s head
is equal.
I used to think my son didn’t get nits
because his hair was full of so much
styling product the lice couldn’t grab
on or were suffocated in goop. This may
have helped him avoid a few outbreaks
but the more tenacious lice eventually
found their way in.
Head lice feed on blood, obtained
by nibbling on the scalp. Some humans
are tastier than others. After dealing
with numerous infestations the only
conclusion is, my daughter must be the
tastiest. She has a lot of fine hair and I
believe the head lice think they’ve found
nit nirvana. We went through a stage of
treating her every Friday night. Some
treatments were more effective than
others. We used a cocktail of natural
and synthetic products which promised
to poison, dehydrate and suffocate the
lice and their eggs.
Treatment options
Chemical treatments will kill the lice
and some eggs, but it’s the nits (eggs)
which hatch a few days after treatment
that will cause another infestation. With
experience and knowledge gained from
treating my daughter’s hair, the only
way to get rid of head lice and their eggs
is to repeat the chemical treatment, not
once (as the instructions on the bottle
advise) but twice (seven to 10 days
apart) and combine the treatments with
regular checking and combing with a
specialised nit comb. It is essential to
get rid of all the eggs and adult lice
before they take hold. Our family’s

prevention strategy is to use a nit comb
to comb through the conditioner after
shampooing. Conditioner temporarily
stuns the lice so they let go of the hair
shaft and can be easily removed with
the comb. The glue that holds the eggs
(nits) onto the hair is loosened by the
conditioner, making it easier to detect
and comb them out.
Myth 3: All bedding, hats, clothes
need to be washed at a high temperature
to stop re-infestation or spreading.
Fact: In the past we were told to
wash bedding, hats and brushes etc.
Fortunately, research suggests that
clothing, bed linen, hats and furniture
do not harbour or transmit lice or nits
and there is no benefit in washing them
as a treatment option. Nits and lice
only live on the human head. They will
quickly dehydrate and die if removed
from the head.
Recently I was speaking to a school
mum who had just treated her three
children. She wanted to know why
children with head lice were not sent
home from school to prevent them
spreading their lice to others.
There are a number of reasons in
addition to the embarrassment caused
to the children; firstly research has
shown that exclusion from school is not
an effective way of breaking the cycle.
In 2014, one in four Australian primary
school children had head lice at any one
time. Imagine asking a quarter of the

school to go home! Secondly, although
lice are very annoying, they are not
known to transmit disease.
Thirdly, head lice eradication is most
effective if the whole school community
works together to treat the infestation.
So, when the school sends home a Head
Lice Alert notice please check and treat
your children. Once treated correctly,
tie back or braid long hair. Wishful
thinking I know! Hopefully, their hair
will stay up long enough to help reduce
and prevent transmission!
Head lice have been around for
thousands of years. Lice combs have
been found by archaeologists inside
Egyptian pyramids. This confirms head
lice were as ubiquitous 3000 years ago
as they are today. Even the Egyptian
pharaohs were well equipped to deal
with head lice in the afterlife!
Enterobius (threadworm)
Compared to head lice, threadworms
are quick and easy to treat. One overthe-counter tablet or a small amount of
medicated chocolate is all that’s needed
to kill them. However, as with head lice,
it is a good idea to treat the whole family
together.
Symptoms to look out for include
an itchy bottom, which is caused by
the female worms coming out to lay
their eggs at the entrance of the anus.
Feeling tired and listlessness may be
another indication in some children. My
daughter, in addition to complaining of

being more tired than usual, develops
dark circles around her eyes. Some
parents say their children want to eat
more, while others say their children
lose interest in food altogether. If your
child displays any of these symptoms
or there is a change in their usual
behaviour, it’s a good idea to check for
threadworms.
Threadworms are spread by eating
the eggs of the worm, which results
in infestation. Because threadworms

live in the intestines, they can be found
in your child’s poo. Threadworms are
most likely spread to and from children
who don’t wash their hands thoroughly.
Combined with children’s tendency to
put their fingers in their mouths after
scratching or poking other body parts,
infestation is guaranteed.
Teaching your children to wash
their hands effectively will help prevent
further infestations. Always wash with
warm soapy water and scrub under the
fingernails.
Unfortunately, threadworm eggs
can survive outside the human body
on clothes, bed linen and other surfaces
for a long time. Several weeks in fact!
So this means extra housework to wash
clothes, bed linen and scrub anything
that your infected child has come in
contact with.
Mild infestations can go away
without over-the-counter medication
if your child doesn’t re-infect themself
by ingesting eggs from infected hands
because female threadworms leave the
body after laying their eggs.
Further information
http://health.vic.gov.au/headlice
h t t p:// k id s he a l t h . or g /p a r e n t /
infections/common/head_lice.html ʘ
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The place of a school 		
within its community
DAVID INGHAM, Principal, SPS

E

ducation in the 21st century is far
more complex than in the past. The
whole idea of content has changed, simply due to the fact that children of any
age can now find information on the
internet. Whilst the quality of that information may not be sound, the notion
of schools as purveyors of facts is no
longer valid. In this context we now deal
in skills which children can use to understand what they read and research.
We value high-level skills such as the
capacity to evaluate information, to use
it to create solutions to problems and
we now not only recognise intelligence,
but also value the capacity to empathise
and to work co-operatively with others.
These skills are going to determine
the fate of our children in the 21 st
century where employment is a global
phenomenon and where Australian
students are competing with those
from Europe, Asia and the US. Thus it
is imperative that Australian children
gain the very best start they can in
their education, for whilst we are
enjoying playing netball, football or
cricket, children in Europe and Asia
are studying Mathematics, English and
Science with a ferocity totally foreign
to Australian culture. Somers Primary
School has dedicated itself to ensuring
our children are the best they can be,
within our cultural norms.
To do this we have relied on a high
level of motivation and the linking of
learning to real life situations, wherever
possible. Children learn effectively by
doing and by having a product at the
end of their endeavours. We have linked
this type of learning with high levels
of intellectual interaction with adults,
primarily their teachers, in order
to provide the skills of transacting
in ideas and engaging the children
at the intellectual level. In this our
teachers have been diligent in their
application and our children have
gained immensely from the interactions
with their teachers.
24
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We have also sought to connect
with our community for a number of
reasons. First and foremost children
who are connected to their community
are more likely to survive the puberty
years successfully. The CFA, the Somers
and Balnarring Yacht Clubs, the Tennis
Club are all key institutions in Somers
which through their interactions with
young people, contribute enormously
to the future of the next generation,
as do churches, youth clubs, Cubs and
Scouts. All play a role in modelling
what acceptable values and behaviours
look like. In fact, I would suggest that
Somers does this better than any other
community I have been associated with
and as such the Somers community
can take a great deal of credit for the
success of our young people. It is easy
to overlook how important it is for
young people to be tutored by older
and more experienced adults. Prior to
education systems it was the prime
form of education where younger
people watched and learned from
those acknowledged by the society as
experts.
It was a highly effective way to
educate and is still used effectively

Balnarring CWA
invites new members
PAULA LEWIS

B

alnarring Country Women’s Association meets the first Wednesday
of the month in the Balnarring Hall
on Frankston-Flinders Road, Balnarring at 1pm. We always welcome new
members with friendliness and enthusiasm and find there is something
to interest everyone in CWA.
You may be a keen needlewoman
or a fantastic cook but there are
many other aspects of CWA that

for apprentices. The reality is that
interaction with older adults benefits
learning; it also builds respect for the
community and creates a link between
generations.
Bearing this in mind, over the past
few years Somers Primary School
has actively sought to link older
Australians with our children. Some
of this has been achieved by having
visiting speakers, or undertaking joint
projects with the local Woodworking
Guild, Somers Residents Association,
Rotary or Lions clubs. The most
visible program, however, has been
the creation of a volunteers program
at school where older people work
with our children. In many cases this
constitutes parents and grandparents,
but we are so fortunate in Somers to
have many public-spirited people who
give their time freely. We are especially
thankful for the participation of Probus
Club members as volunteers. We have
about 50 volunteers a week who give
their time to ensure the next generation
is the best it can be. Some people are
involved in Literacy and Mathematics
activities, but we have individuals who
assist the paper-making group and
Mr Kevin Sack who last year worked
with a group of Year 6 students to
build a Van der Graaff generator. This
year Kevin is working with a group of
children who will learn Computer Aided
Design. If there is anyone in the Somers
community who would like to volunteer
to assist children at the school please
contact the front office on 5983 5546. ʘ
you may become involved in. The
most important is the support
and friendliness which is given
wholeheartedly to all members.
Our support for local, national and
international needs is well known.
Whenever there is a crisis CWA ladies
will be there with a friendly word and
a good cup of tea.
But with this comes the fun and
laughter, the support and comfort that
CWA generates both at meetings and
local activities.
Come along and meet us, I’m sure
you will want to come back again.
Contact: Paula Lewis, Publicity
Officer, phone 5983 8863.

The Van de Graaff generator
ROD NUSKE (with considerable assistance from Kevin)

T

he history of the generator goes
back to 1929 when Robert Van de
Graaff, an American physicist, with
a BS and Masters degree, went on to
further his education at the Sorbonne in
Paris where Madame Curie turned his
interests to atomic physics. This led to
him creating the first machine designed
to generate the millions of volts needed
for atom-smashing research.

Kevin’s objective though was to
demonstrate to the students how a
model of such a machine could be
made from junk and easily available
household items. Only two specialised
parts were needed. In principal, the
machine consists of a rubber belt
running over two plastic rollers, each
of a different insulating material; in this
case nylon and PVC. The upper roller is

Gathered around the generator are Hamish, Will, Ava, Mia and Sarah from grades
5 and 6 with Kevin Sack, who conceived the idea that he could construct such
a machine with the help of senior children in 2014. As can be seen this was a
successful scientific venture involving the school.

There it is, the spark and the ‘c-rack!’

contained within a metal sphere and
the lower one driven by a small electric
motor. The interaction between the belt
and the rollers results in an electric
charge being attached to the belt (the
Tribo-electric effect), the charge then
being carried by the belt up to the
roller inside the sphere. The operation
is completed by a row of sharp points
(the comb) which strips the charge
from the belt and transfers it to the
sphere. The details of the operation
are a bit more complicated than this
but it can be likened to filling a bucket
from a dripping tap; it takes a while but
you eventually get a full bucket. Even
a small sphere filled with a charge can
produce a very high voltage.
The materials used in the school’s
model included a disused kitchen
cutting board for the base, an old airconditioner fan for the motor, various
bits of PVC pipe and aluminium sheet
for the structure, and to top it off two
K-mart stainless steel bowls joined
together for the sphere. The combs
were replacement jigsaw blades and
the ball bearings taken from a wornout power tool.
The school is most fortunate to
possess a 3D printer which has the
amazing ability of creating a plastic
model of anything that can be drawn.
Kevin was able to instruct one bright
student (Max Taylor) in the use of
CAD (computer assisted drafting) to
design some of the more complicated
connecting parts.
Even this small model can generate
more than 300,000 volts. By using
another grounded sphere, sparks of
100 to 150mm can be drawn with
a resounding crack! Despite the
machine’s fearsome appearance, it
really is a pussy cat. The continuous
current it can produce is so minute as to
be harmless, although the initial shock
of a spark can make you jump if not
expecting it.
Over the years, larger and larger
generators have been built and up to
14 million volts have been recorded.
In one experiment the scientists were
able to obtain information about the
structure of the nucleus of the atom.
Will this be something for our future
senior students to aim for, Kevin? I am
sure that the school Principal, David
Ingham, would like to see it that way. ʘ

.
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Banksia tree

Max rises to
the challenge

Behave there I say for I have the axe,
Behave now I tell you or I’ll wield a
few thwacks.
You stand there defiant in front of
me,
I’ll show you I’ll show you I promise
you tree.
Your silent defiance in the way of
me,
I shall chop, chop, chop, you will see.

ROD NUSKE

A

speaker from World Challenge came
to Flinders College in 2013 to offer
year 10 students the opportunity to
embark on a trek through the jungles
of Thailand to meet up with members
of the ethnic hill tribes, and engage in
work to help the villagers.
It was explained to the students
that life skills were developed through
real life experiences, and this would be
such an experience! Max Tulen from
Somers was one of those who accepted
the challenge, partly because he and
his family had already visited Vietnam.
And so the chosen few set about
planning the itinerary, and worked at
strengthening their bodies for the effort
of climbing mountains with packs on
their backs in hot and humid weather.
There was of course a matter of
finances to cover the cost of airfares,
accommodation, donations for the
villagers and gifts for the Thai children
they were to meet at a primary school
and orphanage. So a great deal of effort
went into raising $5500 over the next
12 months.
On 21 November 2014 the group of
excited teenagers and a teacher boarded
a Thai Airways plane for Bangkok and
a month in this exotic country.
A week was spent in acclimatisation,
including a practice two-day trek in the
jungle. So all was ready for the ‘big one’
up into the mountains. With a local guide
they left Chang Mai and proceeded at a
rate of 18 km a day, with frequent rest
periods. The group was provided with
meals of fried rice, pork and vegetables
cooked on an open fire, while breakfast
consisted of toast and pancakes. Each
night they stayed in a different village
in hammocks or on bamboo beds
(with a blow-up mattress). Max said:
“The villagers were really nice to us
and seemed content with their village
life” and to his surprise each tribe was
dressed quite differently. Although they
only covered about 50 km, it was over
difficult and steep terrain. There was a

.
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Mason De Wit, Max Tulen and Zac Decker enjoyed playing games with the Thai
children whose response and friendliness they will always remember.
great quantity of bamboo in the jungle
which the villagers put to many uses,
including cups and chopsticks.
After recovering from their trek
the students embarked on the next
challenge set by World Challenge to
provide assistance to marginalised
hill-tribe communities in Northern
Thailand where they struggle with the
constraints of poverty and the lack of
basic citizenship rights.

This work comes under the Upland
Holistic Development Project section
of World Challenge and the group
helped in the construction of a storage
room and a pig pen in a Lahu tribal
village called Huay Luang. They also
dug a rubbish hole and demonstrated
the use of chemicals to accelerate
decomposition of the refuse.
In the final part of their time in
Thailand they visited an orphanage and

On the trek and ever onward and upward.
a primary school in Chang Mai which is
about three hours by public transport
from Bangkok.
Max was surprised to see how happy
the children were at the orphanage
where in most cases they had been
left there because their parents were
too poor to look after them. At both
places the group played games with the
children, donated money and provided
sporting equipment (including AFL

footballs) bought in Australia with
money they had raised.
At the end of their time in Thailand
the teenagers boarded their plane
home, tired but with a great feeling of
satisfaction that they had done just a
little to help others less fortunate than
themselves. At the same time they
had taken a big step towards being
considerate adults.		
ʘ

The rest of the trees look on with
fright
As the man wields the axe with all of
his might.
Eight of them working throughout
the night
They raise the axe, rising really
quite high,
Bringing it down slicing into the
thigh.
The tree falls to its knees then says
he who thwacks,
See, your defiance is no match for
my axe.
Anon

Koala
It was peaceful, clean but not neat
Now blowers blow leaves from off
the street.
The spread of the tarmac all around,
Where dirt tracks once were,
Nature meandered around.

At the orphanage in Chang Mai the students brought gifts and played games with
the children.

These are people of the ethnic Lahoo group who, as with other ethnic villagers,
wear their own distinctive costumes.

The people come to this quiet little
town,
Then start the process of knocking
it down,
They put up high fences no koala
can cross,
And chop down their trees no
matter the cost.
Seeming not to have sense of what
will be lost.
Anon
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bout 100 people attended the Somers Residents Association annual Open Day held at Somers Primary School on 10
January which brought together most of the local community
groups as well as service providers.
The turnout, despite the forecast for rain which did not
eventuate, was excellent with the SRA again providing a free
sausage sizzle for a steady stream of visitors.
This year there were more groups represented at the event
than at any of the previous Open Days.
Residents were able to talk with representatives of or
collect information from Parks Victoria, Mornington Peninsula
Shire, Somers CFA, Somers Primary School, Friends of South
Sea Foreshore Reserve, FOLKLAW, FoCBaW, Somers Tennis
Club, Somers Garden Square Petanque Club, Hastings Police,
Telstra, Bendigo Bank, and the Department of Environment
and Primary Industry.

Hastings SES was unable to attend as members had been
involved in a clean-up after high winds brought down a number
of trees the night before the Open Day.
With good news for long-suffering Somers mobile-phone
users, the Telstra table was one of the most popular and with
a steady stream of interested residents inquiring about the
upgrading of the existing Somers mobile-phone tower with new
4GX technology and a commitment to erect another tower in
the village to improve services.
At the Mornington Peninsula Shire table, also well-patronised,
council officers were inundated with questions about rabbits
and what, if anything, the council was going to do to deal with
the plague currently affecting Somers as well as many questions
about the shared pathway project.
Hastings Police were there in force, fielding a range of
questions as well as urging local residents to sign up for the
Senior Citizens Register while CFA representatives were busy
answering questions about the recent fire at Hastings which
at one stage appeared to be heading towards HMAS Cerberus
and Somers.
The free sausage sizzle was also well patronised and nearly
100 sausages were cooked and handed out to visitors.
ʘ

Well it was all smiles at this moment; perhaps these
residents have forgotten their rates charges!

Somers Captain John Rogasch and Bruce McCallum engaged
in a serious discussion with local resident Denise Palmer.

In an attractive corner of the room featuring a bonsai plant
were the Friends of Banksia Square, Helen Pfann, Trudy
Fleischer, Sophie Beiersand and Jeff Nankervis.

The Telstra representatives were never idle for very long,
with many areas in Somers receiving weak signals. But
all is not lost, as it is planned by Telstra to install another
transmitting tower at the west end of town. In this group of
interested residents are Derek Freeman, Nic Crase, Gerhard
Krummet, Shane Ward and Telstra’s Ross Heron.

Old man Koala meets Greg Hunt

SRA Open Day

PETER STRICKLAND

TONY DUBOUDIN, ROD NUSKE: photos

A

group of volunteers was waiting on
the South Sea Road bowl, at midday
on 16 January 2015, to show the Environment Minister the Hon. Greg Hunt
what ‘direct action’ could achieve when
a young visitor to Somers had a close
encounter with a Koala and a Federal
Minister. Greg arrived at about 1pm after
a run at Lord Somers Camp.
Myrah was really excited to see
a Koala at such close quarters and
naturally Greg wanted to see it as well
and agreed that this was a forceful
demonstration of what happens when
the native vegetation is returned to an
area, the native animals do re-colonise.

The koala visitor.

.
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Members of the Friends Group
working on this area have noted the
swamp skink number increase along
with echidnas, small birds and the
swamp rats to name a few.
The Minister af ter a careful
inspection of the work decided that
there were several areas of help
available through Federal Funds
because volunteers are scarce in the
Somers area.  
Re-veget at ing is a long and
continuous process, needing, like
any garden, the constant removal of
weed species until the local plants are
established. 			  ʘ

A
Federal Minister for the Environment
Greg Hunt, with young visitor Myrah
Fitzgerald, about to view the ‘koala up
a gum tree’.

Discussions with Greg continued onto the beach, possibly about the effects of
erosion over the past 30 years. With Greg are committee members of Friends of
the South Sea Foreshore Reserve, Peter Strickland and Rosemary Birney with Bob
Aitken, a friend of the Friends.

.
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What is it like
to die?
JIMMY JAMES

W

hat is it like to die? I ask myself:
What is it like to die? We all have to
do it. Sooner or later we have to die, but no
one can tell me what it is like. I have been
there, or almost there, a number of times,
but I have yet to experience the actuality.
I recall spending a day in a kind of
drifting awareness. I did my job in a sort
of fashion. I wandered off at lunch time
and lay on my back in a nearby park,
looking at the sky. I got up after a time
and went back to work, where I more or
less functioned, largely by rote. When the
5 o’clock whistle blew I got in the car and
drove home. I drove through the peak
traffic without incident. I managed the
freeway at 100 kmph. Only my body was
in the car and my body knew how to deal
with the situation.
When I got home I went to the doctor,

but he said I was OK. Just a passing bowel
disturbance. I would be fine in the
morning. Something like that, anyway.
Back home to bed.
In the morning I got up and dressed. I
accompanied my wife to do the shopping.
I voted because it was an election day.
Who did I vote for? I wouldn’t have a clue,
but I voted. Home to bed again.
Sometime, during the afternoon, I
floated out of my body. I floated up to
the ceiling. The whole house seemed to be
in my view, but it was subtly altered. Only
the outer structure and the framework
remained, and my body on the bed with
me floating up around where the ceiling
would be. I was connected to the body
by a quite stout and sturdy cord of some
description.
I felt somehow apart from the body
on the bed. I was free of pain. The body
seemed inert, but I had this connection.
After a short time I was back in the body. I
had made no sort of effort to be back. I did
not think of that at all. I just found myself
back in the body and it was painful.
I have no memory of what followed.
Sometime later, it may have been days or

High Tech Dentistry with Good Old Fashioned Care

Ph: 5983 5348

Dental Trauma Fridge Cheat Sheet:
Broken Tooth
1. Apply pressure on any bleeding
2. Find broken fragment and place in milk/saliva
3. Contact dentist
Loose Tooth
1. Apply pressure on any bleeding
2. Gently push tooth back into position
3. Check no interference on biting
4. Contact dentist
Tooth Completely Knocked Out
1. Pick tooth up by crown only
2. Suck on tooth to remove dirt
3. Put tooth root (pointy part) back into socket
4. Contact dentist
OR
1. Put tooth into milk/saliva
2. Contact dentist (as soon as possible)
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hours, I do not know, I woke to find myself
free of pain and in a hospital bed, having
had surgery to repair a ruptured bowel.
Slowly I recovered to wonder, what is it
like to die?
I had gone to the door, but had not
stepped through. I did not die. I know
what it is like to not die, but not what it
is to die. Lots of people are in the same
boat. We know what it is like to not die,
but who can tell me what it is like to die?
Sometime later I had a dream: I stood
in a hospital ward, surrounded by nursing
staff and with all sorts of survival gear
around. I was in total distress. I could not
breathe, and it was most painful. There was
a gate beside me and I stepped through the
gate into bliss, beautiful, glorious bliss. I
found that I just didn’t need to breathe here.
I woke to find that this was a dream,
and that I was in bed, not in hospital. But
the dream remained. Is that what it is
like to die? Who can tell? Perhaps that
is what it is like for me to dream to die,
but is it any more? Well, for me, that was
an experience which seemed to offer an
answer to my question, but I don’t think
it qualifies for much more than that. ʘ

The MOrnington Peninsulas
Freshest Market
An independent market showcasing Melbourne
and the Peninsula’s very best makers, creators,
growers and collectors. 200+ stalls, great kids
entertainment, live music, loads of gourmet food
and local fresh produce!

3rd Saturday of month
9am to 2pm
Remaining 2015 dates - Mar 21, Apr 18, Oct 17, Nov 21, Dec 19

Emu Plains Reser ve
Balnar r ing Racecourse, Coolar t Rd

w w w. e m u p l a i n s m a r ke t . c o m . a u
CRAFT

FARMERS

VINTAGe

gourmet

Eclectic

As the epitome of what a Petanque player should look like,
Somers player David Tootell delivers his boule with great
accuracy against his Mornington opponents at a recent interclub game at Garden Square. When it was all over the scores
were the same, so both teams felt satisfied with their efforts.
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The train rolled into
Flinders St Station

for me pretty

much as it did 15 years ago. Now, to save a two-car trip
back it seemed smart to do public transport to the city,
park at a mate’s in Mornington, catch the bus over the
road to Frankston, get a hair cut and a laugh at Phil’s in
Bayside, train it to the city by 7 pm, grab a feed, to be
at the girl’s by 9. Andrew and Laurel in South Beach Rd
had done the journey a few times and found it efficient,
amusing, interesting, a reality TV episode.
Thus encouraged, and Boris’s ‘Churchill Factor’ for
company, the trip should be pleasant enough with a
clean empty train, on time, air-con working, window
seat on the shady starboard side. However, from
Mordialloc the book didn’t get a look in, the view had
changed so much. What a difference a decade or so
makes. High-rise apartments to the line, new shops,
houses, alignments, car parks, roads, graffiti. From
Caulfield the challenge was to recognise what hadn’t
changed. The train gave a steady platform to observe
what’s happened that had gone unnoticed but driving
parallel a few hundred metres away.
Ten to seven pm Tuesday to a balmy Flinders St.
Back then here would have been deserted. The lanes
and alleys are crowded, weaving through them to
the GPO where a really loud busker struts her stuff
not too badly to 100 watchers. The street facade is
familiar but new skyscrapers loom large behind them.
Frequent billboards warn of more to come. A full tram
rumbles up Bourke, a young Asian girl proffers her
seat that the ‘white hair’ now almost trendy blushing
grateful accepts. Off at Exhibition beside a fake Irish
Pub opposite the Southern Cross which is now ‘Miesian
Boxes’ four times the height and sparkling against
the sparkling deep-blue sky. Seems everything has
changed, unsure if better.
The Florentino is packed with the overflow to the
footpath relishing the not-too-warm summer and
breeze.
Pellegrinis is still here! The Granita: peach,
watermelon, strawberry and ice drink cools and excites
taste through a straw. The buttered half bread roll is
placed on the bar, with soon the spaghetti marinara.
Soaking it all in with the bread on the saucy plate to
realise here is a constant amongst the change. The
menu board the same – without prices it never needed
adjusting for GST, CPI or EBA. The mirror-backed
shelves may get a new picture every five years or so,
and the preceding ones shuffle to make room.
Stock of Vittoria coffee shares shelves near the
espresso machine. Red-vinyl bar stools front the ledge
to hold our plates. There is the ‘long table’ behind the
cook in the kitchen on the way to the loo out the back
door. All pretty much the same, and in this reflective
mood it is made obvious, stands out. The staff are
familiar too, and they are happy for this happy snapper
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to grab a shot to fix on a moment that he’s known for 30
years. Nino is curious as to why the pic, laughing how
things have changed but not here, “hell to pay years ago
with the new floor”.
It was 1974 he got Pellegrinis from the the brothers
who’d got Melbourne’s first espresso machine about
1954. The agent approached the brothers who were
most concerned at who would buy the place and retain
its feel. Of red-haired Ross’s son, Nino, “Oh, we’d
sell it to him”. A handshake did the deal. Nino knew
hospitality, mucking around with Leon Massoni of the
Florentino and the like. (Leon! He was a good sailor; son
Mark was in the gang at Somers.)
He knew he needed a partner, that would be Sisto,
but he’d just got married and bought a house. Nino said
it’d be alright and another handshake did the deal.
Marshall, long-term customer at Nino’s other shows
was also boss at the CBA who offered more than a
sympathetic ear. “Head down to the Collins St branch
and ask for a cheque for the $50,000.” Nino did head
down, asked, a call confirmed, and another deal done.
Forty years on they still have the same butcher,
suppliers are all about the same, similar staff welcome
customers – the ‘recipe’ works. Constant that people
still prefer to work with people they like.
TEDD WARDEN

